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Happily ever after…? 

 

Everything started last year, in February. She was looking for a book 

when she suddenly ran into me. She apologized and moved on. Five 

minutes later, we met again grabbing the last book from a shelf. We both 

seemed to be amused by the event, so I asked her if she believed in love at 

first sight. 

‘What makes you think I can fall in love with a man I saw ten 

minutes ago?’ 

‘So that’s not a no… Maybe just a please-ask-me-to-hang-out-

tomorrow?’ 

She smiled, so I thought she would like to date me, despite the mean-

ingless words that kept coming out of my mouth. We left the shop without 

buying that book. It was all settled: tomorrow, at the café opposite the 

bookshop. We were both looking forward to meeting again. I wanted to do 

something special for her, so I went back to the shop and bought that book. 

I knew she really wanted it so I thought it could be a great gift. While I was 

standing at the queue to pay for it, I read the lines on the back: a love story 

between a deaf woman and a mute man. At the bottom of the page it was 

written: Love is blind. 

‘That’s 7 dollars. Anything else?’ 

‘No, thanks, only this book. It seems a great story.’  

I was sitting at a table, waiting for her. I had the book with me. Eve-

rything was ready, but she didn’t show up. The next day, I went to the café 

again and I saw her in a corner. She was looking at me. 

‘What happened yesterday? Why didn’t you come?’ 
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‘What are you talking about? I remember our meeting at the 

bookstore, but nothing else.’ 

‘After that, we exchanged phone numbers and arranged a meeting 

here. See? Those are our texts from the day before yesterday.’ 

She acted weird and touched her head. She told me that she remem-

bered and asked me if we could meet again the next day. 

I gave her the book and returned home. The next day I went to the ca-

fé again, but she didn’t appear. I took a look outside and saw her with her 

parents. 

‘So that’s it? You forgot about me? Do you even remember our plans 

for today? Or it was only a good joke for you…’ 

‘Mum, do you know this guy? What is he talking about?’ 

For a second, I was very confused, but then her dad took my hand and 

told me: 

‘It’s not what you think. She suffers from spontaneous memory loss. 

We don’t know when or how, but her memory restarts at a certain time. She 

loses only a part of her memories. I’m afraid one day she will forget me too. 

You have to forget her.’ 

I went home very disappointed and I started reading the book. When I 

finished it, I realized that I can't live without that girl so I went back to find 

her.  

‘I’m Jake. Do you remember me? We met three times, but you stood 

me up twice. We met at the bookshop. We were looking for the same book. 

Look! I have some photos of us from our first date.” 

‘This is so weird. I’m in the photo, but I can’t remember who you are 

and why you have so many pictures of me.’ 

‘It might sound weird, but I know everything. Don't worry, I'll always 

be here to help you.’ 

‘Thank you for supporting me, but this must end here. You are head-

ing for an impossible life if you stay by my side. Please, leave.” 

‘But I have everything I want here. You are a significant part of my 

life. I can’t just forget you. Do you remember the book I gave to you? She 

was deaf, he was mute and love solved everything else.’ 

‘It doesn’t just work like that. Please, leave.” 

I couldn’t believe that’s how it ended. Was it supposed to be like 

that? Does this mean “happily ever after”? Or is that just for books? 

 



 
 

 
 

3rd February 1958 

  

To my dearest Dylan, 

I can’t live my life running from the past. I need to disappear. 

It’s time for you to know the truth. 

Ever since I was little I’ve preferred being an outsider. I never 

thought I will fit in, so I never tried. I was and currently am scared of fail-

ing. I chose to remain in the shadows, where no one would notice if I made 

a mistake. I’ve always wanted to become a ghost, and when I saw the op-

portunity I took it. 

The night we met was supposed to be your last. The truth is we didn’t 

bump into each other by mistake. I knew you were going to be there. I stud-

ied your moves months before that. I planned everything to the last detail 

and I was ready to finish the job. Well, I guess not everything. I didn’t real-

ise the way the moon made your dark blue eyes shine. I couldn’t do it. My 

heart started pounding to the idea that I will never see you again. So I never 

took out my dagger. I failed. 

After that night, I couldn’t manage to get you out of my head. And 

then, without realising, I found myself in front of your house trying to imag-

ine what would happen if I just knocked on the door. Maybe it was fate, 

maybe it was just luck, but you saw me that night right before I was about 

to leave. You opened the door and shouted after me. Your voice was trem-

bling but was somehow strong at the same time. I invented  a pathetic story 

and in your eyes I became “the girl that enjoys admiring people’s houses”. 

You invited me in, offering to give me a tour of the place I was just inten-

sively staring at. You should never invite strangers in, you never know what 

they’re capable of. 

You slowly started to grow on me. I tried to leave many times, but I 

couldn’t. You became the first person who understood me and yet you 
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didn’t know the real me. You showed me a whole new world, something I 

would never experience if it weren’t for you. You took my hand and led me 

out of the shadow. I’m glad you did. But I know I could never fit in.  

A few weeks ago I realised you are never going to be safe around me. 

And I needed to face the truth. I chose to become this ghost, I chose the life 

I have now. I’ve become something I wanted so badly and yet I still find 

myself wanting to get back into your arms. 

My biggest mistake is forgetting how to live. You showed me your 

colourful life and saved me from a story written in black and white, and yet 

here I am breaking your heart. Please, don’t cry after me, because I can’t 

stand the fact of me ruining that perfect smile. Go live your life! 

I hate that I have to leave, but the time I spent with you was just me 

escaping my own reality. 

I regret everything and yet I wouldn’t change a thing. Because if I 

did, I would have never met you. 

I’m back at your house, outside. I won’t come in. I’m writing this let-

ter because it’s too painful to say it to your face. I liked to believe I didn’t 

have any feelings, and I can’t accept that I am, in fact, human. I never 

looked at myself that way. 

If you’re reading this, stop looking for me. Just know I’m always go-

ing to be right behind you, the dark stamp left by your body in the light. 

I love you, Dylan. 

I’m sorry. 

 

    Sincerely, 

    The stranger you fell in love with 

  



 
 

 
 

My dearest family, 

I do not remember the first time I saw your face, but what I know for 

sure is that it was a spectacular moment, one of the most special in my en-

tire life. It was you, mother, who gave me birth and bore all the pain just for 

me to be born. MOTHER was the first word I said and I can only imagine 

how happy you were when you heard me. You were there when I first 

stepped on the ground by myself, when I first entered my classroom in the 

first grade in the primary school. You were always there for me, through my 

childhood, no matter what happened, you were by my side and I hope you 

will also be here, now, when I am entering my teenager years. You always 

calm me down even if you are mad at me, understand me and help me with 

every important decision I have to make. Thank you for being you and for 

accepting me the way I am, with all my faults. I would not have wanted 

anybody else to be my mother in the whole world, you are perfect exactly as 

you are. 

My father, my guardian angel, the person that always supports me 

and protects me, no matter what happens. I think now, when I am turning 

fourteen, is the best moment to tell you that you mean a lot to me, even if I 

don’t show it to you too often. I respect you and I want you to know that I 

need you to be with me now more than ever. I want you to understand me, 

to not judge me if I do something wrong (that you don’t like) and to help me 

choose the best options for me from now on. I have never said this to you 

but I love you, you are my pillar, the person that I am counting on, almost 

every time. I remember when I was four years old and someone asked me 

who I was going to marry when I got older, I always answered with “my 

father”. I always thought that I would spend all my life with you, never let 

you go, you were “my life partner”, ‘’my husband’’. But even if ‘’marry-

ing’’ you will not happen, you are and will always be one of my best 

friends. THANK YOU for everything you have done for me and hopefully 

you will still do. 
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When I first found out you were going to be born, I started to cry and 

that didn’t happen because I was happy. But the first moment I saw you and 

held your little body in my hands, it was magic, I knew I cried for nothing 

nine months ago. On that day, I realized how special you are and how much 

I needed you in my boring life. Even if you are a little boy now, and don’t 

know much about the world, about what is going to happen to you, I want 

you to realize that we are all going to be here for you, especially me because 

I understand you more than everybody in the entire world. When you want 

advice, I want you to come to me, to put some of the weight you’re carrying 

on your shoulders, on mine, too. And when you feel like you cannot deal 

with the world anymore, call your sister, she will always have time for you. 

Thank you for being here to fill the empty space in our lives, in our family. 

And I hope you will forgive me for my ignorance, my selfish needs and for 

feeling scared and threatened by your appearance in our life, which actually 

was a blessing. 

P.S. I LOVE YOU ALL! 

    Your dear daughter and sister, 

      Ioana. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

February “madness” 

 

Hello! I’ve once read about an experiment: if you rub a glass rod on a 

cat’s fur, the glass rod is going to attract little pieces of paper. That is called 

“electricity”. Based on this, I ask myself why we don’t use cats for example, 

instead of light bulbs. I love cats, I have a cat and I learned that it is less 

costly to have a cat than an electricity bill. 

As I said, I received a gift, a “light bulb” with four paws. It is a male 

cat and his name is “Neither…nor” because of his habit of always stopping 
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or sleeping on the threshold between two rooms (neither in one room, nor in 

the other room). He is grey, with black stripes and polka dots and I like him 

a lot. 

One morning, when I woke up, Neither disappeared. I searched for 

him all day, but only at night I saw his silhouette on a neighboring roof. I 

saw him in the light of a big, yellow moon. The moon that night was a full 

moon, but a beautiful one. That moon made me think of sleepwalkers and 

their strange tales. Then I understood that February “madness” had begun; 

February is the month of  love. I don’t know where he was all night but the 

next day he slept all day long. The story repeated the next night and the 

following nights till I discovered that the nocturnal trips were in two. But 

one morning Neither was sitting on the window sill with a cute little black 

and white “friend”. I let them both in. 

To my surprise, Neither let her sleep in his favorite orange bed, eat 

from his bowls. They ate together, they slept together, they played together 

and they shared the sleeping basket. Finally the black and white friend got 

used to me and my family and didn’t leave. Then I found out that that we 

would have little kittens. 

A few weeks later, when my two buddies got out for a walk, Black 

and White remained captive in a basement. She couldn’t get out and she was 

very scared. Neither came into the house and tried his best to make me 

understand that I have to follow him and help his girlfriend. He meowed 

and ran up to the door repeatedly until I understood that he was trying to 

show me something. Because I had never experienced that, I followed him 

wondering why he behaved like this. He ran to the basement window and I 

could hear the little kitten’s shouts. I managed to get her free and, very 

happy, we came back to the house. I congratulated Neither and treated him 

as well as I could. But I think that the biggest reward for him was to have 

his friend next to him. I was very happy to see them washing each other and 

playing joyfully. 

This is the love story of my cat Neither…nor and his friend, Black 

and White.  

And that is how I found out why we can’t use cat electricity. Because 

in spring “light bulbs” are running after other “light bulbs” on the roofs…… 

 

 



 
 

 
 

The most loved 

 

The first hug you gave me was the most important one of my life. 

Through it, you offered me your own soul and breath. I felt your heart beat-

ing, and that's when I realized that our hearts form a single being. By your 

own appearance, simple but totally unique and special, by your slightly 

introverted nature, you sparked my curiosity. You were familiar, I felt a 

connection, and I looked at you with fascination and curiosity. I could smell 

the scent of lime, throw myself into the sun's rays, laughing and wondering 

if my own person seemed familiar to you. 

We both set off on a journey called LIFE. I was afraid… of people, of 

mistake, of society. You, grandfather, taught me that in order to see the 

light, I must first pass through darkness. You, my grandfather, have often 

been through that darkness. LIFE wasn't always fair. You've been wander-

ing, cruelly struck by fate. They stole the essentials of your life, but they 

couldn't steal your spark. 

You are living proof that, no matter what happens, the love between a 

father and his child cannot be shattered. Father... the one who amuses you 

when you're upset. The one who keeps the family whole, working hard for 

the happiness of his children. 

Through your selfless love as a parent, you have sacrificed yourself, 

hoping that one day your children will have a better fate than your own. 

Every family is unhappy in its own way. Life puts different obstacles in 

your way. But one thing is certain: life doesn't give you more than you can 

handle. 

Teenage girls can be difficult. Sometimes I'm difficult, too. During 

this period of time, my own self takes shape and sometimes I tend to rush 

into certain actions. Even if you don't admit it, I know it's hard for you. And 

yet, with the help of your wisdom, you always manage to remind me that 

besides all the material things... the most important one is love. 
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cls a VIII-a, Școala Gimnazială 

Păușești 



 
 

With every moment that went by, you haven't stopped encouraging 

me. You always stood by me, guiding me down the right path to find happi-

ness. With every passing moment, fear of loneliness became evermore pre-

sent. Unfortunately, more and more children tend to leave their families 

behind once they grow up. Parents grow old, they are abandoned, and they 

become mere memories, almost fading away. Sometimes, fear and sadness 

as me: when you grow up and find happiness, will you remember them and 

that cottage surrounded by lime trees and cherry blossoms? 

This question is tearing me apart, because I can't imagine a moment 

when he's not a part of my life. My grandfather is that person who com-

pletes me, who cancels my flaws and enhances my qualities. He has taught 

me an extraordinarily valuable lesson: losing is a part of life, but good 

things come, if you just wait for the unexpected and embrace it. 

Every beginning is an adventure and who knows how far these ad-

ventures can take you… you find people to whom you entrust your heart, 

just like they do with theirs. Trust can be broken, but it can always be re-

gained. Sometimes, the road can be strange and twisted, but with the help of 

people around you, you will always find your destination. The more we 

grow up, the more we realize that life doesn't always give us the gifts we 

wanted. Losing is a part of life, but it doesn't define it, because what matters 

is not if we lose or gain something. What matters the most is the ability to 

accept the change in yourself, to accept that life doesn't always give us what 

we want, but what we need. And the best present is life itself.  

I love you with all that I am, grandpa. And that's how I'm going to do 

it all the way to death. 

  



 
 

 

 
A crazy opinion about love 

 

Love is war, 

You always need more, 

It is like a llama in pajama 

And you already smell the drama. 

 

Love is crazy 

Like a daisy. 

It’s a duck, 

Hit by a truck. 

And a little bit of luck. 

 

Love is beautiful 

But it can be difficult. 

It will always be with you, 

Even if you don't want it too. 

 

Love is interesting 

When you will start to feel something. 

It can always be a surprise 

I'm sure it will make you cry. 

 

Love is a maniac 

When you search it in the zodiac, 

And then you realize 

That the theory does not apply. 

 

Love is weird 

When your crush just disappeared 
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And you sit there and think, 

“Do I even like him?” 

 

Love is funny, 

And is sweet like honey. 

Is like your grandma apple pie, 

When you ask for the supply. 

 

Love is a mystery. 

After some words, you can make it history. 

But you will never forget, 

That love needs the same answer back. 

 

Love is colourful 

And this is wonderful. 

It will make you wanna dance 

And after that,you wanna go to France. 

 

Love is like math 

Complicated and rough.  

Do not think you understand 

Because your grades will never be like you planned. 

 

Love is big 

Big like a pig 

You can find it anywhere, 

You can smell it in the air. 

 

Love is like something that you hate. 

Because you can always recreate, 

Something new, 

That it's important to you. 

 

Love it will always be 

Important to me. 

Now is up to you, 

If you can feel it too. 

I have no clue, 

If you will give me a good review, 

But I appreciate, 

The way you read this poem. 



 
 

 
 

My only source of happiness 

 

I took in a shaky breath, took her gentle hands in mine and whispered 

“I love you, Amity, I always have.” The words came out gently, so silently, 

that if it weren’t for the gaping expression on her face I would’ve thought I 

never said anything in the first place. 

 I was trying to cover my face, hide my embarrassment, brace myself 

for the rejection that will take place soon.  

She tried to speak, end the everlasting silence, but I already knew 

what she was gonna say, so I spoke before her. “I know you don’t feel the 

same way, I’m not stupid but when I see that smile on your face how do you 

excpect me to not get a little hope?” I could feel the knot in my throat get 

larger and my voice getting more and more quiet as I went on. “I know 

damn well that you have a loving boyfriend that would give up his life for 

you, but so will I, I’ll do everything he can’t, I’d do anything for you, AN-

YTHING!” I was fighting sobs like they were the devil and yet somehow 

they still escaped my mouth, making it hard to go on. “I’m sorry for being 

so selfish, but i can’t take it anymore! Everytime I see you two together it’s 

like someone is throwing daggers at my heart, I can’t do this anymore! It’s 

driving me insane, Amity. It really is and i don’t know what to do any-

more!” My heart was pouring out, everything I’ve kept inside for so long 

has finally been said and she’s just standing there, cerulean orbs wide open 

while mine were spilling rivers. 

 Usually I would be able to read her eyes like an open book, but now 

they were clouded over, no sign of emotion. It was so frustrating! Why 

didn't she say something? She didn’t run off or show any sign of disgust; 

she just stood there as if she was a porcelain doll and somehow it hurt even 

more. 

“Say something! Anything! Tell me you hate me! Tell me something! 

Or at least run off ! Just please, please, please do something!” I was filled 
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with despair, I needed something, I needed an answer, nothing more. And 

so I got one.  

She grabbed my shirt, made me look in her flaming irises, making it 

crystal clear that she was resentful. “ How dare you! How dare you compare 

yourself to Ruel to make yourself look better! How could you tell me this 

while I’m in a loving relationship! Do you really hate him that much? He 

has done nothing to you! I'm sorry, but I can’t just break up with the one I 

love most just for you! We were best friends for 12 years, you’re like the 

sibling I never had and that’s all you’ve ever been to me. Please understand, 

but I can’t make myself stop loving him for you.”  

Silence. Just her heavy panting and my ragged breath. We were both 

staring in eachothers eyes until I build up the nerve to murmur: 

“Yes he has” 

She looked at me like I was crazy. 

“Excuse me?” 

“I said he has done something to me, he stole my only source of hap-

piness.”  

And I ran, faster than I ever did before. I ran and ran wanting to get as 

far as possible from what caused this horrid heartache. Darkness has taken 

hold of me, my violent sobs making it hard for me to breath and the bump 

in my throat wasn’t helping. Tears blurred my vision, making me trip and 

fall, making me crawl up in a ball in the middle of the road, body shaking 

vigorously, longing that she will be back for me. A hopeless wish, but a 

wish nevertheless.  

  



 
 

 

 
A love letter sent from Clarisse to her boyfriend, Michael 

 

Dear Michael, 

 

It passed 3 years, 1 month, 2 weeks, 6 days, 12 hours and 43 minutes 

since you left Romania. It’s 14 February 2021 and we haven’t talked for a 

year so I thought it was a good idea to write you! 

Do you like England? Are you still thinking to come back home? All 

I can tell you about me is that I burst into tears every time I think about us. I 

really tried to pass over, but I couldn’t. All I want is to see you back home, 

near me. 

I dream to see you again, and I plan to visit England this summer. 

Would you mind if we met on this occasion? As I said before, I’d really like 

to see you, but I don’t want to disturb you, so it is your decision if meet or 

not. Until 2021 I couldn’t have this trip because I was still in high school 

and all the money was at my parents, but now I’m in college so I can do 

whatever I want with my money. I also have another question: Are you 

following college, too? This is kind of weird to write you this letter. I’m 

feeling like I’m talking to a ghost that can hear me, but it never gives me 

any feedback.  

I am curious what you look like now. You were in the 11
th

 grade and 

I was in the 10
th

 grade the last time we saw each other. I still remember the 

first time we met. I was in the first week of the 9
th

 grade and I had just fin-

ished my computer class. Your next lesson was Informatics in the same 

classroom as me. You entered and asked if the seat near me was free. I 

answered yes and I got my jacket quickly but I accidentally knocked the 

chair over my leg and I almost broke my ankle. You looked around for help, 

but there was not any teacher or janitor, so you decided to get me to the 

school clinic. The doctor asked you to wait for me outside the clinic until 

my headteacher came, because you were the one that had brought me there. 
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Happily, it was not something serious. I just had to stay 2 days in bed. 

When I thanked you for your help, you said that I could thank you by giving 

you my number, so we could meet again. That moment I smiled and I gave 

you my number.  Since then we started hanging out twice a week, at the 

movies or in the park. After 6 weeks of hanging out you asked me to be 

your girlfriend. I immediately said yes and even started crying of happiness. 

We had the most beautiful relationship until you had to go to England. 

You always encouraged me and helped me to develop my self-

esteem. Because you told me that I am really good at biology, I decided to 

be a doctor, and now I’m in my first year at med school.  

Do you remember what you told me when you left Romania? You 

said that you didn’t want to give me up, no matter how far you would be 

from home. You also told me that you would be back until 2021…but it is 

already 2021 and you don’t even text me a short message. Sometimes I’m 

even afraid that something bad happened to you. 

Are you still there? Will you read this letter? Are you missing me? 

Hope to see you soon! 

With all my love, 

Clarisse, your long-forgotten girlfriend 

 

 

 
 

A Love At First Sight 

 

One autumn day, Elena Gilbret, a sixteen-year-old girl from South 

Africa, started high school somewhere in a small town in London. Being her 

first day in high school, but also in another country, she was quite scared 

and did not know how certain people would react when they saw her, be-

cause she was a person of color.  

That day had also come, which was very special for Elena. At the en-

trance to the school yard, some girls came to her because she was confused. 
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“Hi, sorry if I bother you, I’m Caroline, and they’re Zoe and Theea. I 

saw you were a little scared and confused... I think it’s your first day in 

Dartford.” 

“Yes... it’s my first day here and I don’t really know anyone, and 

that’s why I feel a little uncomfortable,” Elena had admitted almost shame-

fully. 

“Hey... you don’t have to be like that, if you want you can stay with 

us in the same apartment until you start to feel better,” said Zoe very excit-

ed. 

“Exactly, we agree with Zoe,” said the other two friends. 

“Thank you very much for being so nice to me, I will be indebted to 

you.” 

After this discussion, an extremely handsome boy passed around the 

girls. Hardin was the girl’s classmate in the lab, he was tall, well-built, with 

curly brown hair, and his blue eyes stood out, as if they were the great calm 

of the sunrise. 

The bell rang, and fortunately the first hour was Chemistry. Elena 

was very happy and with a peaceful heart because she was not a stranger in 

her first class, but she had her friends in the same laboratory. When Elena 

looked into his eyes she instantly fell in love, but she knew she would have 

never had a chance to talk to him because she was the nerdy girl in school 

so she tried to forget and behave normally. It was not so easy for Elena to 

think about him because they had classes together but at the same time they 

were in the same school, which complicated Elena’s life. But what Elena 

didn’t know was that Hardin liked her just as much since the first day when 

he saw her sitting with her friends on a terrace serving coffee. 

It was going to be the prom in a few weeks and Elena didn’t want to 

go because she knew she was going to meet Hardin, but her roommates had 

a hard time convincing her. Together they chose her most beautiful dress, a 

gorgeous make-up but also a hairstyle... she was exactly like a queen but 

she suspected that she would fail because she was a nerdy girl.  

It was eight o’clock in the evening, when the ball started and the ring 

was full of couples dancing romantically, and Elena was standing alone in 

the middle of it. Suddenly Hardin appeared and invited her to the dance, 

which shocked Elena completely so she didn’t know what to say.  

The two started dancing and at the end of the song Hardin kissed her. 

Since then their love story began, which was quite short but full of emo-

tions. 

That evening the boy told Elena that he fell in love with her at first 

sight and that he had known that she felt the same for him, so they formed a 



 
 

very beautiful couple and even today the two are together and love each 

other increasingly more. 

From here we learn that there is love at first sight and that anyone can 

find their soul mate no matter how different they are from other people. 

 
 

 

 
 

February’s Moonstruck 

 

The sun was shining through the beautiful trees dressed in pink-blush 

bloomed flowers. The sky was clear, with just a few small clouds hanging 

up. Everything looked so angelic and delicate. Everyone seemed to have fun 

and no one was worried about tomorrow. 

Luna was preparing to go to the Valentine's Day Carnival. Her outfit 

was a light pink top, a hot pink skirt which was right above her knees with 

some white wedges, she didn’t have a date for the Carnival but she still 

wanted to go and watch the fireworks, which she believed were one of the 

most beautiful things she has ever seen.  

The carnival was starting in less than an hour and she was already on 

her way there.  When she arrived, she couldn’t believe her eyes. The Carni-

val’s layout was beautiful.  

The sparkling round moon was up on the sky when she got there, the 

sky was a deep ocean blue making the little round stars look as if the sky 

had freckles spread all over. It was truly magical. There carnival had a big 

Ferris Wheel and in the middle of it there was a baby pink heart. There were 

basic Carnival Games in little houses decorated especially for Valentine's 

Day which gave everyone a good spirit. Kids were laughing, running while 

teens like Luna were with their partner laughing or teens who looked as if 

they didn’t want to be there but either way, they did enjoy the well spent 

time... 
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 Luna was admiring the moon, completely unfocused on the things 

happening around her. As she stumbled back, she bumped into someone. 

‘’I’m sorry!’’ she said, but the person didn’t respond. She turned to face the 

person; she saw a boy around her age. He had emerald green eyes, honey 

like hair color and his facial expression was surprised, with a tint of rosy 

pink cheeks. ‘’I-I’m Luna!’’ The girl tried to say without stuttering but 

failed miserably. ‘’Bill...The name’s Bill’’ he said smiling. ‘’Want to go and 

watch the fireworks? It would be nice to have some company! ‘’ Bill asked, 

continuing to smile that looked more like a smirk now. ‘’ Sure, c’mon!’’ she 

said grabbing his arm and dragging him to a place to stay. He only chuckled 

at the girl’s excitement.  

They got up on the hill, which was an excellent choice for watching 

fireworks and set up a picnic blanket that Luna got. ‘’This view is so pret-

ty!’’ she said, but Bill only nodded never taking his eyes off the view. Some 

minutes later the fireworks started. Luna was looking amazed at the pretty 

colors in the night sky, but Bill's eyes never left Luna’s. He was lost in her 

beautiful caramel eyes that were sparkling at the sight of the fireworks.  

‘’Care to dance?’’ Bill asked.  

Luna didn’t even notice that the music started playing. She was too 

fascinated by the view. Without waiting for a response, Bill took Luna’s 

arm and brought her to dance. They danced in sync for some time, but when 

the moon started going down Bill said: 

‘’We will meet again’’. Then he disappeared into thin air, leaving 

Luna shocked. 

She didn’t say anything, but watched the sunset hoping that he would 

stay true to his words. 

  



 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dear Twenty-twenty, 

 

 You left my expectations empty. I wasn’t going to presume so 

many meetings on zoom, or my parents to ask “Please put on a mask”. At 

first we used to hide from any chance to go outside, but today we do not 

play, with the mask as a best friend and the sanitizer in the hand, we respect 

the social distance; we don’t need any assistance. 

 Many people would say you weren’t a great year, but let’s make 

something clear: if a virus appears, I believe I understand, even though 

nothing was planned. I learned many things, in fact, to keep my health in-

tact. I learned how to clean my hands better, to sneeze in the sleeve of my 

sweater, to avoid touching my face (in any case), to disinfect things so 

covid has no effect.  

 Apart from the famous disease and any sneeze, I liked this year. 

The school teaching was a premiere. I enjoyed online school more from 

home, when we mostly used google chrome. I enjoyed waking up later, 

without any worry about getting to school. I could go outside between 

breaks(how long does it take?) to clear my brain from the information 

chain. I think I enjoyed the most the kitchen trips to get the toast.  

 I miss my friends, but our connection never ends. We talked a lot 

on the phone, I was never on my own. My best friend lives in my neigh-

bourhood, so we’ve metas often as we could. We went cycling after classes, 

we had picnics on the grass. One time we had a little run, we had a lot of 

fun. 

 I also miss my family (not my parents and sister, clearly; I see 

them every day nearly). I haven’t seen my grandparents in a while (they live 

far from us, more than a mile). We talked to them, but they aren’t too famil-

iar with devices. My aunt and uncle have a baby on their head, so they 

couldn’t visit us instead. 

 About trips this year, we can leave this chapter clear. We went 

camping once this summer, but it was a total bummer. We caught the worst 
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weather. We tried again later that summer, even though it wasn’t much 

better. It was fun, as a matter of fact, but we didn’t repeat this act. 

 When it comes to disadvantages I can list plenty, covid did a lot… 

. But something that I loved this year was spending more time talking with 

friends. I hope our friendship never ends. 

 All in all, you weren’t that bad, Twenty-twenty!You surprised me, 

you were different,but I accept it. Another year flashes, another year passes, 

with advantages and disadvantages. I have high hopes for 2021, it’s already 

begun with a lot of fun. It finally snowed and it was really cold. I didn’t 

expect snow, but it surprised me with a glow. 

 Hope things will go grater this year later. 

Love, E 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mama 

 

Mamă, dragă îmi e dor 

De al păsărilor zbor 

Și de glasul tău cel dulce 

Ce la viață mă aduce. 

 

Rază ce tot luminezi 

Tot ce fac, tu apreciezi, 

Mă susții orice ar fi, 

Cam în fiecare zi. 

 

Eu de mi-aș imagina 

Astăzi pe mama mea, 

Ar fi ca o floare 
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Care ar avea valoare. 

 

Printre alte mii de flori 

Și sute de arbori, 

Tu ești mare și frumoasă, 

Sunt atât de norocoasă! 

 

Am o mamă iubitoare, 

E atât de protectoare, 

Pentru nimic nu aș schimba 

Niciodată pe mama mea! 

 

 
 

Luna the Moonstruck 

 

Hi! My name is Luna and ironically enough I am twice as moon-

struck as any of you could ever be. And when I say it, I mean it. But in 

order for you to understand me, you need to know my story.  

It was a calm summer night and a chilly breeze was winding along 

the alley where I decided to go for a late stroll since I just wasn’t able to fall 

asleep even though it was twelve o’clock in the night. Speaking of this, a lot 

of people say that this time of night is a very late hour but have you ever 

thought that it’s just a very early hour of the next day? Probably not. But 

anyway, it was not the best decision. Apparently I had forgotten to check 

the weather forecast before getting ready for this stroll and I was wearing 

my favorite fantasy T-shirt, a pair of jeans, a not very warm jacket, a shiny 

tiara and a creatively paired pair of mismatched trainers ( I had lost one 

from each set the other day and saw this fashionable opportunity). But I was 

already used to it. Apart from the fact that I had a huge imagination and I 

sometimes found myself wondering about various things I was also known 
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and not very liked by many of my classmates for forgetting or miraculously 

losing something almost as a weekly routine. 

As I was walking I remembered my mum saying that tonight the So-

lar Eclipse could be sighted, but only if you had some special glasses to 

protect your eyes. Well… as I think you might have guessed already, the 

universe did not want me to find my glasses that night.  

And so, I walked and walked until I got back home. Just then, a bird 

spotted my fabulous tiara and decided she (or he) wanted it no matter what, 

so it flew right over my head and took it. In my hurry to retrieve my posses-

sion I looked up, to find the winged thief but my eyes found the Eclipse 

instead. I don’t know how, but in that fraction of a second I thought: “What-

on-earth-is-going-on-oh-I-just-looked-at-the-solar-eclipse-I-hope-I’m-still-

alive-I-wonder-what-comes-next! 

After that, I just fainted. And probably lost my tiara for good. Not 

that it would matter anymore. When I woke up, my broken watch showed 

that it was exactly twelve o’clock, which meant that it was actually about 

two o’clock in the morning. It took me several moments to realise that I was 

still alive. I even pinched myself to make sure. Trust me, you don’t want to 

try this method. After that, I thought that I was dreaming because some 

small green creature showed in what I was sure to be the perfect description 

of an UFO. I passed out again. Woke up. Wanted to pinch myself again but 

remembered what happened last time. Then, the alieen spoke. He told me 

that I was “chosen by the Moon People” to reveal the secret of life on the 

Moon and that I, as a lunatic, inteligent, imaginative and pretty much 

already moonstruck person, was the most fitting to rule their land. When the 

moon had struck me it actually gave me the ability to live on both Planet 

Earth and the Moon and made me understand  Moonish (their language). 

A few minutes later, both I and Unik (this is the alieen’s name as I 

understood), were jumping up and down to wake my parents up. When they 

had finally decided to pleae us with their full attention my parents found out 

all about my tiny adventure. Though not so pleased to find out how “terribly 

carefull” I am with my possessions they remained awestruck. Two hours 

and two more explainations later we arrived at the local news center. Unik 

and I explained everything to the people there. Somehow, my story arrived 

on the news. Just like some young actress I became a huge star overnight 

and found myself busy with several press conferences. I could’t be happier. 

All my life I had studied conspiracy theories and tried to make people 

belive me. Now I was the hero of an adventure that was yet to come.  



 
 

 
 

In Love with the Moon 

 

The night arrived and the moon was glowing. 

In the woods, the wolves started howling. 

The moon was all bright  

And the trees were dancing in delight. 

 

Even the darkest forest was full of life  

Because the moonlight was all rife. 

The night was perfect for a daydreamer, 

For a person being a reader. 

 

Someone who is running through the woods 

And escaping this world of hardgoods.  

Just by imagining right 

And dreaming into the moonlight.  
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Love is a box of kisses 

 

I have always wondered: What is love? This strange feeling which 

invaded my heart without knowing from the first seconds of my life. It was 

the love of my father, mother, my whole family. If I think twice, I can say 

love is contagious. The moment I opened my eyes my parents adored me 

and I loved them back. It is an inexplicable emotion.   We cannot see this 

feeling, touch it or smell but it is everywhere and surrounds us all the time. 

There are also cold-hearted people who are selfish and cruel. I think of 

famous characters from literature: Scrooge or Cinderella’s mother and I 

wonder:  When did the stop feeling love? What turned their hearts into 

stone? It is only fantasy but it makes us realise that sometimes, love is such 

a complicated thing.  

I can’t believe that these four letters LOVE can give rise to thousands 

of contradictions. When it is around us, it can do good or  fill our hearts 

with joy and warmth. When it goes away, people feel pain and walls of 

loneliness start building around. Lots of poets compared love with a rose.  

Indeed, when people fall in love, they feel like running on fields  of roses. 

Their scent pervades people’s senses and them feel lost in a world of bliss. 

But, when love becomes hate, the rose’s thorns can hurt them and make 

their hearts bleed with sorrow and despair.  

An old folk tale told by my grandmother made me understand who 

important this mysterious feeling is. Once upon a time, a father punished his 

daughter every time she lost a piece of wrapping paper. At that time, people 

were so poor that they couldn’t waste things. At Christmas the girl wanted 

to give her father a present. She took a box, decorated it with wrapping 

paper and gave it to him. He was angry with her because she had wasted 

paper again. With eyes full of tears, the girl told her father that it was a 

Christmas present. She asked him to open it. The box was full of kisses that 
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the girl collected for him every time he had scolded her. At such  gesture, 

the man felt ashamed and apologised to his daughter. He realised that the 

girl was the only person to love him. From that moment on, his heart melted 

and every time he felt sad or hopeless who took an imaginary kiss from the 

box.  

Love is priceless. It is here for us and brings people together. Even in 

times of war, it reminds them that someone thinks about them and loves 

them. Whenever you feel cold and lonely think that someone  will never 

stop loving you.     

 

 
 

My dear one and only Elizabeth Bennet, 

 

I admit that I don’t know how to write letters but you were in my 

mind. I miss you, my love. I miss your laugh... I haven’t heard it in a long 

time. I miss holding you and reading to you. I also bought you some red 

roses that you like... even though I know they won’t help. I think of 

everything that separated us, Elizabeth. I know that I don’t deserve your 

love and attention anymore, but at least I want you to know the truth. 

Everything has changed since you appeared in my life. 

 

I met you when I was destroyed and your smile rescued me. I still 

remember the day we met. You were wearing a red dress. You looked so 

beautiful and pure and I couldn’t take my eyes off you. I can remember our 

dance and your steps. They didn’t understood... But I felt it. I felt you 

Elizabeth. I felt something different from anything I had ever felt in this 

life. Then one day I realized I fell in love with you. I just imagined you 

sitting next to me and reading a book. I was emphasizing passages from 

books that reminded me of you. “He stepped down, trying not to look long 

at her, as if she was the sun, yet he saw her like the sun, even without 

looking”. I was lost around you, my love. I fell in love with your laugh. I 
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wanted to be the one who can make you laugh. Every thought was about 

you. I woke up in the morning thinking of your blue eyes, your bright smile 

and your lips. I’ve always loved you, even if I didn’t know. And I was 

struggling to forget you. I kept telling myself it was just a game, nothing 

more. I have told myself many times that I do not love you, that I will not 

be able to love you as you deserve. And I really couldn’t understand. Why 

would you want to be with someone for the rest of your life? Where is the 

magic? But I understand now. Because you’re the one that I want. 

 

I think so much about everything we’ve lived together. I have often 

dreamed of the life we could have together. I know I can’t touch you 

anymore... but can I at least dream of you? To dream that none of this is 

real, that you are not so far from me, darling. I thought I would never be 

able to love again. You are my first and last love. And my oh my... the way 

those gorgeous eyes are shining when I talk to you. The way you say my 

name. The way that I feel when I’m with you. You’re just perfect, my love. 

I was so lucky to have you. You made me love you more and more. And our 

love is not easy. I know that. But you’re still for me. You are my goodness 

and my darkness. We do not match. We’re so different... but that’s the 

beauty, isn’t it? Living means loving, right? 

 

What if I told you I would make the same mistake again and again? I 

think I’ll always be wrong... I’m imperfect and you deserve someone better. 

Someone who can treat you the way you want. I don’t understand why I 

behave like that. You don’t deserve it and we both know it. I’ve always 

been a bad person, but you wake up the best in me. You’re everything that I 

need. You are the one who makes my life beautiful. I want to live with you 

for the rest of my life. It’s the two of us against everyone, remember? I’m 

afraid that I’m going to lose you. I can’t imagine what I would be if I 

wouldn’t have you. Promise me you won’t leave because I will never leave 

you. No matter how far our hearts are, I will carry you in my soul for the 

rest of my life. 

 

Please, forgive me! 

I love you. 

Yours,  

Darcy 
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